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Chapter One 


Author's Notes: 
PLEASE READ #### 


gonna be real blunt here.. this is terrifying to post..but here i am. i've waited long enough.. 


HUGE TRIGGER WARNING FOR PAST RPE/NON-CON ELEMENTS-- IT IS NOT DESCRIPTIVE, BUT PLEASE BE 
WARNED THAT THIS IS REVOLVED AROUND TRAUMA ¢ THE WAY IT MANIFESTS!!! If you are uncomfortable, 
PLEASE don't hesitate to take time to ground yourself.. | care about your mental wellbeing! 


fyi: don't know how long this will be.have it all written already but now it's just a matter of figuring out how to 
split it up into chapters (and adding more to it if i want!) so we'll see what happens.. itm thinking 4 or 5 
short/medium-length installments ..but i'll leave it open for now.. 


love you all. thank you guys for sticking with me..your support is always appreciated more than you know. 


-livdonna <3 


Late 2001 
CC's POV 
| could have sworn | was over it , until | saw him again 


It was just a few hours ago today, when | was strolling through my local Whole Foods to stock up on all 
my organic goods, that he walked by. And he didn't just pass me..He made his presence clear ; made sure 


| knew exactly who he was and who he was looking for. 
Me. 


At first | thought nothing of it. Ya know how many strangers approach me on the daily ‘cause of 

Poison?! Especially lately after coming off of our most recent tour just a few months ago! I'm used to it, but what 
I'm not used to is the way he looked into my eyes. The way he stared at me like he was on the hunt for some 
fuckin prize beef. 


And that's when | knew. 


The moment those eyes drilled a hole right into my core, | froze up, and it suddenly felt like every damn memory 


of that day came crashing down on me all at the same time. 


The rest of the day was a blur , but all | know is that | did everything in my power to avoid acknowledging him as | 
finished up my shopping at a dishearteningly fast pace, even for me. And everyone knows that hyperactive is my 


middle name. 


There was only one goal in mind after that, and it was to get the fuck outta that store and run home. ‘Cause | 


knew that once | got to my house, he wouldn't find me. He couldn’ 
He hasn't. 
But, just ‘cause he hasn't found me, his presence hasn't left my body and now l'm trapped 


| haven't done anything since I've gotten home from that damn store but withdraw. l'm typically the last person to 
isolate and hide from others, and I'm always the first to find an opportunity to engage and wreak havoc with 
friends, but it seems as though all of those qualities dissipated. At least right now. 


All | want to do is feel secure and protected, and | wish | could forget that it happened. It 

was years ago. Twenty somewhat years ago, | was contaminated by him, a fuckin stranger at a grimy club while | 
was fucked outta my head, completely discombobulated and floating on another planet. And that's probably why he 
did it. He probably thought | wouldn't notice and that once he was finished I'd wake up the next day and not 


remember a damn thing 


Well, he was wrong 


Twenty-something years later, lm backed against the damn wall of my living room, shaking, trembling, and quivering 
‘cause | can’t run from the truth; that it happened and he is still out here hunting me down for some god forsaken 
reason that | just dont know. 


My heart is racing so fast that its inducing an overwhelming sensation of queasiness at the pit of my stomach. | 
haven't eaten anything since I've gotten home. | can’t. If | do, l'll throw up. | just feel it. My stomach is already 

threatening to revolt even though there's nothing but water inside it..And | can't even get myself to drink anything 
either. 


| want to feel empty and hollowed out. | want to feel small and disconnected from the terrors of the past that l'm 
becoming suffocated by oll over again, but | cant. And l'm pissed 


I'm pissed at myself for going to Whole Foods in the first damn place today! If | hadn't gone, | wouldn't have 
seen him and | wouldn't be curled up into a tight knitted ball of vulnerability ‘cause of it! | wouldn't be hiding 


away, terrified, of leaving my house and exposing myself to random strangers. 


And it's insane ‘cause I've never been someone afraid to interact with anyone! Yet, that's alll am right now and it's 


so embarrassing. l'm humiliated at the way l'm feeling but it's all so real and some part of me thinks it's valid. 
But, damn, is it ridiculous! 

Getting sick over something that happened so many years ago that most people would fuckin’ forget and move past 
is ridiculous! Ws childlike and immature! And | shouldn't be reacting this way when I'm a grown ass adult man who's 
been through hell and back so many goddamn times! 


So why am | stuck feeling absolutely paralyzed over it?! 


| hate how the answer to the question is so clear yet | don't want to accept it ‘cause that'll just acknowledge my 


insanity and it'll make everything so much more real And | donf want it to be real. | want to escape. 
| want to run away. 


| wanna run but I'm trapped here unable to move my goddamn body ‘cause l'm convinced that if | do 
something fernble is gonna happen to me; something bad Something so very bad. Maybe something worse than 
what he did to me. Or even better. 


Have the same damn thing repeat itself. 


Its that very thought that sends my stomach into an uncontrollable contracting spell, and before | know it l'm 
hunched over my toilet in the bathroom downstairs, with horrid tears stinging my eyes, and acid burning my 
raw throat, and shaking hands as | latch onto the seat for dear life while my body rids itself of what feels 


like every god forsaken contaminant corroding my insides. 


As | violently hurl, | let out agonized moans and squeeze my eyes shut, feeling every muscle in my body strain with 


an unbearable level of intensity. Everything hurts. Everything aches. Everything stings just like it did that night. 


It takes what feels like a fuckin eternity for the puking to subside, but even once it stops | can't get myself to 
move. My body stays paralyzed in the same uncomfortable position over the, now, corroded toilet bowl, as | allow 


the utter and mere exhaustion weigh me down like a pile of bricks; a set of heavy dumbbells at the freakin’ gym. 


Its a combination of fatigue and hypervigilance, ‘cause even though I'm too tired to move a muscle, the 
terror hasn't dissipated. l'm stil so aware of everything going on in my body, and | hate being connected to this 
container. Right now, its the /ast thing | wanna do. 


| don't want to feel it ‘cause thats where he was. He was all over my friggin’ body, touching it and doin’ a bunch 
of sinful unlawful things with it; things | can't fully remember. And that's ‘cause once he started, everything 


blacked out. From the alcohol and blow, sure, but maybe it was survival too. | don't fuckin know. 


What | do know is that at this very moment, all | want is to disappear; evaporate into nothingness and float away 
somewhere far away from all of this terrorizing truth. 


But | cant.. 


| have to be in the damn recording studio tomorrow, to continue working on Poison's next album, and somehow 
pretend that I'm not a complete mess; both on the inside and the outside. 


The next day.. 
Trying to conjure up a crisis plan in my head for what might happen at the studio today is tedious. 


It's all 've been ruminating over since | woke up this morning. Well, | really shouldn't even be saying ‘woke up ‘cause 


the truth is that | don't think | slept at all. 


Every time | tried to close my eyes, | became overwhelmed with fuckin’ panic; the kind that suffocates ya out of 
nowhere but the thing is that all I've felt was panic from the second | left the grocery store yesterday and came 
back to my house. That anxiety and terror and perturbation.. None of it went away from last night. 


And it's not like | thought it would, but it would be nice. Tough luck, | guess... 


Usually my damn bed is a safe space for me but last night it just felt terrifying. | could hide in all the damn 
blankets | want and blast every one of my favorite songs on my discman to ease my brain but none of that was 
gonna work and | knew it. So, | didn't even try. 


Every time | closed my eyes, | swore he was next to me, and horrid sensations of hands touching me sent oll my 
inner defenses up at full force. | got so damn scared to keep my eyes shut but even when | opened them, and saw 
my surroundings | was stil / terrified. 


‘Cause those sensations didn't go away. That fear and dread didn't leave. 


| couldn't stay still in bed, despite how cozy | tried to make it for myself, so | gave up trying. The jitters overtook 


me and | spent my damn night exercising. 


Before yesterday, | woulddo' just gone out for a run across my neighborhood, but | can't do that anymore ‘cause if 
| do, there's a possibility of seeing him; a possibility that someone else might do something. 


So, | paced around my house instead, in the middle of the night, as a way to desperately try getting all of the fear 
and toxic anguish outta me; to purge all the damn parasites. | did it to release it. | did it to empty myself. 
wanted to empty everything out. Cleanse myself of the contaminants 


But the harsh truth is that no matter how fast | paced, how much sweat dripped from my face, or how many 


calories my fuckin’ workout burned, it didn't matter. 

Im still dirty. 

Nothing Takes that away. 

I'm dirty and | look like | crawled outta the gutta’, which is exactly how | feel, but now | gotta somehow come up 
with an explanation for it. Once the guys take one look at me, they're gonna start asking me stuff. Its what they 
always do. They observe. 

And | don't want to be put in that position of being confronted ‘cause then I'm gonna have to think about it all; think 
about him and how | saw him at the damn store. And things are gonna go to shit. | just know it. They're already 
going to Hell and | haven't even left my house yet. 

That in itself is freaking me out, and if | can't even succeed in that first step, there's no hope for my future. 

~ Kew 

"You look fried , dude." 

That's the first thing that comes outta Rikk's mouth when | walk into the studio, and | shouldn't be surprised. 


| was expecting it. 


A subtly sarcastic "Thanks," is oll | muster up as a reply, but | make sure to add my usual dramatic flair to it, 
despite everything inside of me feeling nothing but exuberant about being here and engaging with everyone. 


Its the last thing | wont to be doing, truthfully. | would rather crawl back into the darkness of my house and hide; 


protect .. even though being locked in there doesn't make me feel an ounce safer. 
As | stand here, resisting the urge to pace around out of uneasiness and anticipation, my stomach does continuous 
flip flops at the inevitable course of action that today will definitely bring. There's no one to blame but myself for 


that, though, ‘cause if | was dealing with this like a normal fucking person | wouldn't be so nervous. 


But the blunt truth is that | don't know how the fuck I'm supposed to get through this entire session 

without getting sucked into my damn head ‘cause of him. The way l'm being invaded with so much toxicity and fear 
is all consuming and its taking me so much power just to stand here and force a psychotic smile. And none of this 
would have ever been so difficult for mel l'm a clown This used to come so easy, and now it's just forced 


Everything | do feels friggin’ fake. 


Before my rumination enhances even more in the presence of the guys, | beeline to the closest bathroom to s ettle 
myself in, but | know the damn spankin’ truth. 


No amount of preparation or mental planning will make any of this easier, and l'm just gonna have to suck it 


up... Somehow. 
v3 


| hate how scared I've become of some of life's simplest pleasures; things that most people cherish and look 
forward to. 


| used to enjoy them too, before | saw him . 
Things like hugs, human contact, interaction, crowded clubs and bars.. 
Showers. 


| used to love hopping right into the shower right after a nice, long, run, with the water turned up, steamy and 
soothing, but now that has all changed. 


To even think that | used to find the experience calming is bizarre to me, and almost makes me wanna fuckin’ laugh 


‘cause now it's just another frightening task. 
Calming, my damn ass. That's friggi hilarious! 


| never had any trouble stripping my body down and exposing my bare torso to anyone . Just last year | was 
shreddin' my guitar, shirtless, on stage, runnin’ around like a lunatic with taped nipples, showing off my new and 
improved physique. | loved showing it off and getting praise for all the hard work | put into rebuilding myself after 
gettin’ sober. | used fo. 


| used to thrive off of the attention | got from revealing my toned muscles, but now just that simple act is enough 
to send me into an unbearable spiral of panic. Seeing my body naked and unveiled brings upon horrible feelings 
within me and makes me sick. 

‘Cause that's what he saw. 

It doesn't feel safe anymore. It's not fun Now, it just makes me feel dirtier and repulsive; like a fuckin’ toy or 


object. He treated me like one..He played around with me like | was some pet. And now the damn shell | used to 


cherish feels dangerous. 

Violated 

Tainted. 

Defective. 

‘Cause whenever | strip down, | feel him on me; squeezing me. Pushing me. Pulling me. 
It happens every damn time. 

It's happening night now. 


| feel his hands all over my fuckin’ torso and | could swear he's on top of me but | know he isn’t. But it feels so 


real ond all | want to do is scream to let go and get the fuck off of me or else HI kick your fuckin’ ass- 


But it doesn't stop, no matter how much | scratch, or how hot | put the water on my quivering body, or how loud | 


screech ‘cause | know I'm the only one in this damn house. Nothing works and it keeps on going 


| don't know what else to do to relieve this psychosis episode or whatever the hell ya wanna call it, but cry. And 
that's all l'm able to do besides continue to np my fuckin’ body apart because it seems Ike the only way | might get 
the sensations To go away even though | know they won't- 


"FUCK YOU!" 

| let out a strained bellow; a terrorized , angry screech, and it makes every single muscle in my body stiffen to the 
point where my whole torso hurts even more than my scratching has. And with horrid tears pouring outta my 
panicked eyes, | cry out in agony; pure desperation 


"IS THIS WHAT YOU WANTED, YA ASSHOLE?!" 


| can hardly understand my own voice but | keep screaming anyway. l'm screaming to the 


fuckin’ heavens, to God up above, to him. lim screaming at him for doing this and leaving me like This 


For turning me into an even bigger lunatic than | already am. 


"Ya want me to be miserable, don't ya?!" | grit my teeth as | wrap my arms around my contaminated torso while 
the scalding hot water burns my nerve endings, fueling more anguish to pour out, "Well guess what?! 


Ya succeeded! Ya sick fuck!" 

"Now leave me the fuck alone!" | incoherently squawk through my tears and squeeze my eyes shut, before 
impulsively punching the wall of the shower, sending sharp waves of pain through my entire arm, "| don't wanna feel 
you on me anymore! Go to HELL!" 


And that's when my body completely collapses; crumbles into the farthest corner of the crammed shower space. 


| immediately wrap my arms over my torso in a tight, protective stance, and as the blistering hot liquid coats my 


quivering, violated body, | sob 


Ugly fuckin sobs 


Chapter Two 


Author's Notes: 
xe DUE TO ROCKHC GLITCHNG, | AM BEHND ON UPDATING THS HERE.so bear with me as I catch up! Expect 
updates every few days until Im caught up! If you want to read what | have so far, it is all posted on AO 


| just want to say thank you so so so much for all of your support and love, kudos, and comments. | was truly 
terrified to post this story in the first place, and I'll admit that's why the first part was so short.. (| was originally 
gonna share more, but | wanted to dip my toes in...) so from the bottom of my heart, | thank you.. <3 <3 <3 


Lots of love. 


-Livdonna 


As the days pass, everything gets harder. 


If | hadn't seen him at the damn grocery store then | would be fine right now! This all started over ‘cause of that 


doy, and | am so pissed l'm tormented 


The memories won't go away, and it's getting harder and harder to hide it all as | go about my fuckin’ life. Being in 
the studio with the guys, writing and recording music, and pretending everything is all fine and dandy is unbearable, 


yet it's the only choice | fuckin have at this point. 


None of them know what happened that night. They don't know what he did to me at that grimy run-down club on 
Hollywood Boulevard. They don't know anything about it. 


No one does. 


And its somethin’ I'd never say out loud, no matter who's around me. | can't tell them that. It didnt happen. It 
shouldn't have happened, but sometimes | catch myself telling myself that it did happen and it only happened ‘cause 


of me. 


Its what I get for being a pain in the ass. For being such an annoying piece of shit who doesn't know when to shut his big 


ass mouth. Its for being a fuckin' lunatic with no restraint. Its for pissing off everyone | come in contact with 
And it's frue. I've done a lot of screwed up things in my life and it really surprises me how many people actually 
decided to stick around after the shit I've pulled But, he gave me consequences. He violated me and showed me 


what an asshole | really was. 


| deserved it. 


So, | guess | deserve this too. | deserve having no choice but to deal with the torment he's brought me, even so 


many years later. 

It was my fault and it shouldn't bother me. 

| have no excuse to be affected this way, but | am. 
| just have to pretend that I'm nof. 


But it's getting so difficult and it's taking too much damn work! Songwriting sessions with the band feel so arduous 
‘cause every time | try to stay focused on the task at hand, I'm taken My stupid hyperactive brain sends me off 
track and typically this would be normal but it's not normal anymore ‘cause instead of just getting distracted, l'm 
occupied by him. | feel him touching me as l'm in the middle of sharing a lyric idea, or frying to listen to the others’ 
input, or attempting to find whatever joke is being shared aloud funny. 


But nothing is fuckin’ funny anymore. | can't get myself to muster up a genuine laugh, but they don't know that. 
‘Cause | hide it so welll lm a performer; it's just what | do. But it ain? fun. No part of this is fun. Its just 
dreadful ‘cause | never know when I'll be hit. 


| wake up every day with a sense of persistent danger; the day starts with the horrible feeling ahead that 
someone's gonna find me and do something. | woke up with the sensations and memories already up at the 
forefront ‘cause they never left in the first damn place! And when | see the guys, the images and sounds and 


emotions play on. They cover me up in fuckin’ gunk and I'm forced to stand there and pretend nothing is happening 


when all / want fo do is fuckin’ dee. 


lIl hide when | can. Whenever there's even the smallest opportunity to use the bathroom, I'll run for it. And I'll 
stay there for as long as l'm able; as long as | can before things seem suspicious. And I'll cry. I'll silently let a few 


tears release ‘cause if | don't do it in private, itll happen in front of the guys and that is not happening. It can. 


So, after locking myself in a grungy stall for however long | con, | force myself to muster up the strength to rejoin 
the others, but l'm usually distracted by how horrible my reflection in the mirror looks; how dead and exhausted 
and drained | look. But, | let it slide ‘cause | got no choice and | tell myself everyone has seen me lookin! way worse, 
even though there's always a tiny part of me that knows the excuse is just another attempt at deflection. 


Sickening validation 


From there, the remainder of the sessions go the same way. Pretending to be happy and boisterous while we sit 


around in a circle spitting out ideas, running to the bathroom when | have the chance, and then hating myself for 


it. For all of this. 
Its Terrible. 


| feel like I'm a frue psychopath, not just a lunatic like I'm known to be. I'm starting to get convinced that there's 
something seriously wrong with me, and whatever it is is probably unfixable. | wish | could get it together! | wish 


this wasn't affecting me in this way ‘cause | have no reason to be upset about it. 


I'm a pussy who can't control his emotions, that's what | am. And I'm sick of having to cover all of that up just to 


get through the damn day. 
NE 
January 2002 


Sometimes, | really have to force myself to make an effort to engage naturally in the studio, more-so than other 
days. Sometimes, | really try my best to exaggerate my already boisterous personality that everyone knows and 
loves, but there's a cost to that..‘cause sometimes my behavior slips out so overtly fake and it almost becomes 


clear that I'm trying foo hard. 
Instances like now. 


The whole day has been a blur thus far, with the same misery invading my entire being but I've been making extra 


effort to be present here today, especially since we're starting to dive into the ideas for this upcoming tour. 
HollyWeird 


"We want it to be nostalgic, guys," Bret grins with a tint of bitter sweetness in his voice as he strums his acoustic 


guitar, "When you think of Hollywood „Remember what it felt like when we first moved out here" 


Rikki lets out a cackle paired with on eye roll in his typical jokester fashion, "Chaos!" He shakes his head as | 


naturally nod in agreement, "What crazytimes those were." 


"None of us knew what we were doin," Bobby adds with an amused tilt of his head, "Coming from Pennsylvania into 


Hollywood was a culture shock, but we all wanted to do it" 


As | sit here attempting to listen to the ideas and memories being shared, | can't help but feel an ominous pit in my 
stomach. My muscles are stiffening out of uneasiness, the typical anxiety | get when l'm around anyone these 


days..even These guys 
"What do you think, Cec?!" 


Rikki pokes me with enthusiasm, and it takes every ounce of my power not to jump at the unexpected touch that | 
know is only from my friggin’ bandmate and not anyone else, but my body stiffens up anyway. | already feel myself 
wanting to flush in embarrassment for being so out of touch with the rest of the guys..For being like ths. 


The redhead snickers with amusement as he eyes me curiously, "Ya got any wild stories from your early days in 
the gutter?!" 


"Oh!" | squeak in the best exuberant tone | can manage while widening my eyes, despite my insides threatening to 


shrivel in on me, "Sure! Ya know | got plenty-" 


Oh, | have boatloads. All the fucked up shit that | went through..Sure, | got more than many. | could write a goddamn 


book of incidences- 
The babbling of my inner voice is put to a halt by Rikki again . 


"Well, spill ‘em then!" He jovially urges with overbearing excitement earning interested expressions from both Bret 


and Bobby, "This is Hollyweird, Cec! We need all the insanity we could get for this one!" 


All l'm able to do is let out an awkward sounding laugh at the request but proceed to impulsively run my mouth 


the way that everyone is so used to. 


"Ya want insanity? Well, ya know | got insanity!" My lips curl into a psychotic grimace as | wring my fingers around 
in uncontrollable hyperactivity, "All those times I've been in bars and clubs, hitchhikin’ homeless and dirt poor, lookin’ 
like | crawled right outta the dump-" 


"Damn right!" 


Bret laughs sentimentally, cutting me off for a spit second but not for long ‘cause | don't hesitate to continue 


rambling on without control. 


"Half the time people thought | was a chick! And ya know, | just went along with it ‘cause why the fuck not?!" | 
shrug my shoulders with a toothy grin before throwin’ my hands in the air, "Happened oll the time! We oll looked 


like trannies anyway-" 


As | blather on nonsensically, my uneasiness increases due to the fact that | don't even realize half the shit that's 
comin’ outta my mouth. Not like that's odd behavior from me but ‘cause of everything that's goin’ on, it just feels 
bad. Im spitting out whatever comes to mind first at this point, and I'm hoping with all my heart and soul that it 
seems natural ; expected 


"Ya know the shit that would happen at the club!" My voice raises an octave as | widen my eyes even more than a 
few moments ago to enhance the animation of the story, while my heart relentlessly pulsates through my chest, 
"Ya downed as much liquor as ya could, didn't know half of what ya were drinkin’, snorted a few! No! Not a few, a 
lot of lines-" 


" You?" Rikki eyes me with feigned surprise before letting out a highly amused cackle, "Noooo way!" 


"Heh heh!" An equally cringy titter escapes my lips at his laugh, but now l'm cringing ‘cause of how fake this all 
feels, "I know who wouldda’ thought, right?!" 


Sure! Who wouldda' thought you'd be blathering on about nonsense ‘cause if ya dont you'll just fuckin’ del! Who wouldda' 
thought you'd ever be this pathetic?! You're not making anythin’ obvious now are ya?! Nah! You're completely normal! 


COMPLETELY FUCKIN: NORMAL- 


"Next thing ya know, you're fucked off your oss and before ya know it ya find yourself pinned against the wall of 
some grimy alleyway with some sleazebag’s cock up your ASS!" 


And it's only once its spilled out when it hits me that | just purged out the truth and now my heart is stuck in my 
throat and | could swear | feel my insides squeezing together like they're trapped in a fuckin’ meat grinder. | cant 


breathe. 
What the fuck?!?l? Why did ya say that?! Why did ya fucking say that ya goddamn idot- 


| can't breathe, but the only thing | can do is laugh And l'm very aware that | must sound like a psychopath but it 


shouldn't come as a surprise to these guys, right?! Everyone knows I'm a lunatic! This is how | am- 
" Woah! What did you just say-" 


Bret's eyes are bugging outta his head and the expression pasted on his face just makes me want to laugh louder 
‘cause it's the only way I'll get through this moment. If | don't laugh, I'll scream and if | scream | might cry and | 
can't let myself break down right now. 


Not here. 
Not in front of them. 


" What?!" | stare at the three with wide, buggy, surprised eyes as they exchange uneasy glances with one another, 
inducing the butterflies in my already hollowed out stomach, "It happened to everyone on the Strip! C'mon, ya know 
that!" 


Yeah, it happened But what happened to you wasn't fuckin normal That wasn’t normal fucking It wasn't a normal 
hookup and you fuckin’ know it. And they know everything comin' outta your mouth is a shitty sack of lies- 


" Everyone got fucked by strangers in the damn 80s!" | throw my hands in the air as my nausea intensifies, while 


staring at Bret incredulously, "Ya know, all the booze and blow. Ya never knew who ya were on top of!" 


| could swear I'm beginning to disconnect from my own body os | speak, and it's becoming more and more difficult to 


hear the words coming outta my mouth. In fact, now everything around me is foggyand blurred 
I! doesn't bother me. It doesn't bother me. It doesn't bother me. Im fine. Im fine. Im fine. Im FNE- 


As my frantic inner voice spirals on repeat, my heart beats faster and at this point it feels like it might fall outta 
my damn throat. My entire body is threatening to tremble and I'm about this close to jumping outta my skin. It 
will happen if | don't shut this conversation down. | need to get outta here- 


"Cec?" 


"Hey, you with us?!" 

"CCl" 

Its the second that | register Bobby's voice through my disoriented fog when it smacks me that I've been spacing 
out, and now the humiliation and shame and contaminating sensations are up at the forefront, swimming through 


every muscle fiber like foxic parasites. 


And it only takes a spit second to come up with an excuse to leave; one that's become second nature to me. One 


that the others have heard all too many times. 


"Ya know, it was nice reminiscin with ya guys but | gotta head out!" | squawk as my stomach twists into a nest of 


knots that are impossible to detangle, "Ya know, for a run!" 

Without even making eye contact with the guys, | already know their expressions hold nothing but suspicion, ‘cause 
bolting outta a recording session early to exercise is so fuckin’ normal, but at this point none of that matters. The 
only thing that matters is getting out of here, and escaping 

Ill do anything to run from all of this. 

Literally, 

x 

A few weeks later.. 

Everything is getting so obvious now, and its so clear that everyone is catching onto something being wrong, 


Now, I'm getting questions. 


Whenever | see the guys, they confront me and show concern, and | still do everything in my power to resist. | 


continually stay adamant that I'm completely fine and that nothing is going on that they should be worried about. 
But they keep asking me anyway. The questions and comments aren't just revolved around how fried | look or if I'm 
sleeping anymore. Now they include concerns about if I'm eating.Why I've been so distant and withdrawn Why 
whenever they suggest chillin’ together after sessions | refuse. And why whenever they offer me food, | turn it 
down. Why I'm constantly antsy and jittery, more so than my normal hyperactivity. 

They ask all the damn time, and every single time they do, | spit out the same exact answer. 


‘Not hungry. Ate already." 


"Im just really pumped to finish this album and start tour rehearsals!" 


‘lm busy doin' my Samantha 7 stuff, ya know!" 
" /m fine! Stop worryin' about me for no reason" 
And every single fuckin one of those responses ore faf lies. 


I'm not eating ‘cause I'll get sick, not ‘cause | already ate. | can't remember the last time | was able to eat without 


feeling like it'll all come up the opposite way. 


My antsiness isn't due to excitement about our friggin tour. Its ‘cause I'm so damn on edge all the time; l'm jumpy 


‘cause l'm terrified of hm. My defenses are always up to protect myself. 

I'm not doin’ any shit with Samantha 7 at all..but none of Poison are in touch with those guys so how would they 
know?! The truth is that | haven't contacted them since we finished our tour last Morch.l'm hardly in touch with 
anyone these days ‘cause isolating myself feels safer than exposing myself to strangers who could very well do 


something horrible to me . 


They're all les, lies, and more lies, and it makes me feel like a complete shithole for spewing out so many les , but | 


can't tell the damn truth. | can't say what's really going on. 
| cant | refuse to. 


| refuse to open up. | cant open up about something that was clearly my own fault; something that | could have 
prevented. 


‘Cause everyone knows that dudes don't cry over getting fucked at a bar! Grown ass men shouldnt be crying over 


shit like this . 
CC Deville does not cry over shit like this! 


If anyone found out, they'd probably laugh at me. They'd make a joke outta it or they just wouldn't believe me at 


all. It would end up being mistaken for one of my dramatic elaborate stories, and that would be it. 


‘Cause who would believe me if | said that | was taken advantage of by another guy?! No one would ‘cause 


everyone knows that CC Deville always fights back, right?! 
"CC Deville, being taken advantage of? Yeah, right!" 
"Taken advantage of?! He's CC Motherfucki Deville, of all people! He wouldda’ fought the guy and kicked his ass!" 


No one would believe that | couldh’t.and that | didn’t, and it's that cold harsh reality that's just more of a reason 


why the entire debacle was my doing. 


If | kicked his ass right then and there, he wouldnt have done the shit he did 


~~ 


Chapter Three 


Author's Notes: 
##*#DUE TO ROCKAC GLITCHNG, | AM BEHND ON UPDATING THS HERE.so bear with me as | catch up! Expect 
updates every few days until Im caught up! If you want to read what | have so far, it is all posted on AO 


xoxo - Livdonna 


March 2002 


It's the second that | walk through the doors of the studio when | hear muffled chatter from a distance, and it 


doesn't take a rocket scientist to know what's being discussed. 

It's me. 

‘lm really worried about Cec.." 

"He's not acting like himself." 

“Somethings up but | dont know what." 

“Spacing out..Can't seem fo concentrate..." 

"He looks exhausted all the time..lost weight... don’t think he's eating.." 
‘Uttery..Can't sit still.always running.." 


I'm unable to comprehend full sentences but what | do hear is enough to induce a feeling of intense nausea forming 


at the pit of my stomach. And that's ‘cause they know . 

They don't know what's wrong but they know something is wrong, and | knew they knew the whole damn time 

so why am | acting so surprised and caught off guard about it?! | shouldnt be so shocked, but | am. | wish 

they didn't care. | wish they'd just leave me be and let me continue to suffer in my own misery ‘cause it's what | 
deserve. 

I've inflicted enough disturbance in this fuckin’ band over the years with my addiction 


They dont need to be worried about me again . 


Yet, as those resistant pleads run through my head they're intertwined with a small part of me that 
almost wants them to notice, but that side is always hidden away. The truth is that, sure, | am on attention whore 


but nof regarding shit like this lm not someone to hide my pain but thi is the only exception.. 
Unfortunately, nothings working ‘cause they know. 


And | dont want them to know a damn thing 


A few hours later... 


"Hey, Cec?!" Bobby calls from the conference room in the back of the studio os | shred the final chords of my solo 
from HollyWeird , "When you get a second, c'merel" 


My heart skips a beat as | comprehend the request, and now anticipation is beginning to eat away at me from the 
inside out. Normally, something like this wouldn't rile me up in any way, shape or form, but with the vibe that's 


been swimming around the studio today, it's kinda impossible not to be suspicious. 
From the moment | walked in here this morning, I've been wracked with overbearing trepidation. 


To kill time and attempt to slow my now racing heart, | nonsensically practice the same riff a few more times, 
willing my mind to focus and stay on track. l'm desperately hoping that it seems like I'm truly working on perfecting 
this thing instead of straight out avoiding, but | already know there's not even a point. 


I've been avoiding conversation as much as possible today, and there's a damn reason why I've chosen to stay out 
here with my guitar instead of joining the others. They've been hanging out in that room for a good half hour now, 
taking a well-needed break, but Lord knows if | went in there they'd immediately confront me about this shit. I'd 
probably be offered food or somethin’ and with how terribly my stomach hos been twisted since I've gotten here, 
There's no way food would be sitting well, so I've pasted myself here. 


"Soundin killer , Cec!" Rikki bellows enthusiastically from the room, "But ya need a break! Get in here-" 


"One minute!" | squawk loudly with urgency as my hands tremble, inducing a screeching noise from my guitar, "l'm 


almost finished!" 
Yeah, sure ya are! Ya look lke a friggin’ dumbass like always, but now youre really making things obvious! Nice goin! 


After a few more arduous minutes of pathetic, unnerving avoidance, | force myself to bite the bullet. Enough time 


has passed and | know there's no fuckin’ way outta this; not with these guys. 


With intense hesitation and reluctance, | drag myself over to the conference room door, feeling every tissue in my 
body seep with uneasiness. My stomach twists into knots the moment I'm met with the door already opened, even 
though it's just a crack. 


| don't want to be doing this. | just wont to leave ond run from everyone ond everything, but now I'm about to be 


forced into some kinda confrontation, ond yes. | know that's what this whole damn thing is. 


What | overheard earlier today spoke volumes and it's no surprise that these guys are ready to try dissecting me 


like a science experiment . 


They're all gonna be sittin’ around staring at ya Ike youre some fragile lost animal, Cec! Just be prepared ‘cause they 


aint gonna let ya run away and ya know it- 


Despite my inner resistance and every ounce of perturbation coating me, | take a breath and squeeze my eyes 


shut, before willing myself to enter the dreaded room with nothing but gut-wrenching apprehension. 


And, as predicted, the moment my feet trail onto the tiled floor, m met with Bret, Bobby, and Rikki all sitting 


together on the couch with their concerned eyes locked on me. 


There's nothing but silence between the four of us until | force myself to break it, with nothing but silent anguish 


chaining my entire being. 
"So what's cookin?!" 


My phony exuberant greeting makes me want to crawl into a hole ond die ‘cause it's that cringeworthy, even for 
me, and that's saying something. But, what other choice do | have right now than to act like I'm okay? 


None! 


As | stand in place, with my weight shifting from foot to foot outta complete antsiness and my heart threatening 
to pop outta my chest due to the gnawing anticipation, the three pairs of eyes in the room stay glued on my 
jittery frame. 


"We just wanna talk to ya, man," Bobby smiles with amiable geniunity as he pats a free spot next to him on the 


couch, earning similar expressions from Bret and Rikki, "C'mon over. Sit with us.” 


Yeah.Like its that simple, Bob. | ant sitting anywhere! Ya think | dont know what's going on! Ya think | got no damn 
clue what youre doin’ eh?! Well, guess the fuck what?! Ya dont know anything- 


As my inner voice blares defensively, | can only stand frozen at the casual request that | sure as hell know ain't so 
nonchalant as the bassist is making it out to be. | know exactly why l'm being lured in here and | am not havin’ it. 
They'll try to make me talk, sure, and they can try all they want but they're not gonna get anything outta me. 


It's not happening. 


| don't care that they see the state l'm in ‘cause its impossible to hide at this point but that doesn't mean l'm 
willing to spill the beans! l'm suffering, yeah, so just let me suffer instead of trying to pull information outta me- 


"We're pretty worried about you, Cec." 


Bret's inevitable but direct statement sends an unnerving chill up my spine and only enhances my urge to bolt outta 


this room, but despite my bubbling impulses, | force myself to stay. 


Worried for what?! ls all | want to shoot back but | don't ‘cause even the dumbest people know the answer to that 


question, so | resort to letting out a forced hum of acknowledgment..a nonchalant one at that. 


"Really worried," he repeats himself with concerned and knowing eyes; the kind that make me want to crawl outta 
my skin and lock myself away into a cellar to avoid everything, "I know you like to pretend no one notices these 


things but we all see it" 


"See what?" | impulsively blurt out with feigned confusion as my stomach churns in trepidation, causing a suffocated 
sensation to overtake me, "Ya guys are always worried about somethin’ but there's neva’ anything to worry about! 


| don't need mother hens! Trust me, my own Mom does enough of That-" 


| can't say another damn word before my babbling is abruptly halted by Bobby, who is shaking his head in such a 
knowing fashion and damn these friggin’ guys ‘cause they always see through my fuckin’ crap no matter what | do! 


"You're acting strange ," is all he says and now all | can do is cackle ‘cause that's gotta be the most ridiculous 


remark someone could possibly say about me. 
Acting strange. 
Being concerned ‘cause l'm acting strange?! I'm always fuckin’ strange! It's me! 


Normally, it would be bizarre for someone to confront me for acting strange but in this case | hate to admit that 


they're valid in saying it.. ‘cause they're friggin’ night. 


| am acting strange but they don't need to know why I'm acting like this! They shouldn't be questioning me about it 
as if they've never seen me act odd in all the damn years they've known me! But despite how much | try fooling 
myself into validating my own avoidance, | know the goddamn truth, and that's the blunt fact that they know I'm full 
of shit 


Through my inner turmoil and battle against my rationale, | still resort to shaking my head in exasperation and 


throw both arms in the air while my heart threatens to break through my fuckin’ skin. 


" Strange?!" | bellow as my cackle intensifies, "So ya call me in here to confront me about actin’ strange?! Me?!" | 
point to myself dramatically and roll my eyes. "Ya know l'm a lunatic but you're concerned that l'm 


actin’ strange?! C'mon, that's fuckin’ hilarious—" 


My cringeworthy attempt at deflection only earns distraught expressions from my three bandmates and now 
| really want to shrivel up into nothingness and disappear. The harder l'm trying to act casual, the more 


obvious everything is appearing and fuck me ‘cause | really do suck at hiding shit from people. 


"We're not joking." Bret emphasizes through gritted teeth, but he's keeping his voice calm regardless of how 
aggravated | bet he is, "This isn't your normal strange, alright? Normal strange for you doesn't involve spacing 


out in the middle of conversations, losing focus constantly-" 


| immediately cut him off with a pathetic rebuttal despite knowing very well that it's not gonna help my case at all, 
"m scatterbrained" 


" Yeah, and the sky is fuckin’ purple," he muses sarcastically while keeping his piercing eyes on me, "Cut the crop, 


Cec. You're not foolin' anyone." 


The sheer bluntness in his tone makes my insides freeze up and now I'll be damned if | don't friggi find a way 


outta this cause l'm screwed 


"We've waited long enough to say somethin," Rikki speaks up with the same worried demeanor as the others, "We've 
been watchin’ you act weird for weeks, months.We have to talk about it^ 


No we don't! Maybe YOU think we do but what do ya know?! You don't know a damn thing that's goin’ on so dont 
start sayin' its time to talk about it! Its not happening! | don’t NEED this- 


"When's the last time you actually hung out with us?" Bret cuts my defensive thoughts short with a mixture of 


concern and bluntness, while tilting his head, "Never in all the years I've known you have you straight out refused-" 


"| can't be a human being?!" | immediately lash back with an elaborate whine as my heart pulsates through my 


temples, creating a hollow in my stomach, "Sometimes we just want space, don't ya know that?!" 


My outbursts receive nothing but skeptical looks from the three and that alone says They're not falling for a damn 
word I'm saying. And the longer they stare at me, the closer | feel to jumping outta my skin 


"You're not yourself, Cec." 


Bobby's piercing statement of truth feels like a fuckin’ stab wound right into my chest and that's ‘cause 
he's right in every way possible, but | cannot give in to this. 


They don't know! 
They dont know anything! 


"| don't know what you're talkin’ about!" | desperately continue to feign confusion as the walls around the room begin 


to close in on me, inducing a terrible claustrophobic feeling. 


| know exactly what youre Talkin about and | hate that youre right but | can't fell ya so stop! There's nothing wrong! 
There's nothing wrong! There's NOTHNG WRONG WITH ME- 


"CC," Bobby softens his tone and locks his compassionate eyes on me, "We're like brothers..You know you con talk to 


us. 


"Yes, | know," | draw out the last word and nod frantically with a wide, forced smile, "but there's nothing to talk 


about-" 


"There is a lof to talk about!" Bret blurts out in what sounds like desperation with wide, hurting eyes, "We see it, 
CC! We see what's happening, but you don't have to go through this shit alone!” 


"Go through what?! m fine!" 
Bret shakes his head in painful dismay while his grimace of aggravation and worry intensifies, "No, you are nof finel" 


There is a deafening pause before he takes a sharp breath in, enhancing my trepidation and the speed of my heart 
rate, and if it beats any faster I'm gonna plummet to the ground and die. 


"You are nof fine!" He repeats himself, this time putting extra emphasis on nof, "You're lying to yourself and | get it 


‘cause it's so much easier to act like it's not bothering you when it's consuming you-" 


| almost don't hear the rest of his statement because it's those words that completely throw me off. The direct 
calling out. The terrible truth. And now my entire body is paralyzed from head to toe, but that ain't stoppin’ me 
from running my mouth ‘cause its the only thing | can do to defend myself, act like nothing's wrong- 


| shake my head frantically without hesitation as my oxygen supply threatens to deplete on me, "What in 
the world are you talking about?!" | bellow in dismay while | fling my arms in the oir, "I've told ya about four 
hundred fuckin times that nothing is going on, and I'd love it if you'd just frust me for once!" 


My throat is straining from the intensity of my words but | don't give two shits right now! 
I'm desperate! lm desperate to get these guys off my fuckin’ ass and nothing is working! And now 
I'm really freaking out. | feel myself crumbling. 


The silence around me is making it all worse. No one is saying anything They're just staring at me with these 
fuckin’ eyes that are goin’ right through me like a knife. 


| just want to fuckin’ scream ; | want to screech and demand to know why they're so damn concerned and adamant 
about needing to know what's going on! And why they won't just believe me even though I'm completely full of 
shit, but most importantly why they're just staring at me and not saying a goddamn thing ‘cause | swear to God up 
above | feel lke Im about to lose it- 


My eyes are buggin’ outta my damn sockets as the silence persists, and now | can't take it anymore! With my 
fists clenched tightly enough for my knuckles to go whife, | grit my teeth and explode . 


" What?!" | question with exasperation as my insides hollow out even more, "What are the damn loks for?! | said 


lm fine!" 


More silence follows my desperate screech and | am this close to finding an escape route ‘cause | can't fuckin do 


this right now. | can't do this- 


"You expect us to believe you after what you said that day when we were reminiscing over our days on the 


streets?" 

Bret's voice cuts through my inner panic with intense suspicion, so intense that it makes my entire body 

stiffen more than it's been this entire time. His eyes haven't left my frame but now.Now, his stare is drilling a 
hole right into my fainted and broken soul; my contaminated heart. 


" Huh?" 


That's all l'm able to respond with as my body becomes wracked with overwhelming sensations, disturbing feelings 


that | cant control. 

Him. 

| feel him. 

"You know..getting fucked by a stranger at a bor." 


Its the moment that | comprehend that very sentence when I'm overcome with an uncontrollable burst of nausea, 


My skin is going white. | fuckin’ feel it. | feel my stomach revolting. It's about to. 

On autopilot, the defensive thoughts slash through my head at rapid fire speed, disorienting me even more. 

The pleas and bellows up there are blocking everything else out; the noises and sounds going on around me are 
just blurred. All| hear are my own inner cries ; my own frantic desperation. 

İt happens to everyone! Stop making a big deal outta it! Why are you bringing it up?! Youre not supposed fo know 
about it! Ya were supposed to forget that | let that fly out! Its not a big deall Its not a big deal! ITS NOT A BIG 
DEAL! STOP [T STOP! SHUT THE FUCK UP- 


"Cec..." 


| could swear the guys are talkin’ to me but | can't hardly hear them through the intense suffocating and all- 


consuming terror I'm trapped in, and there's only one defense I'm able to spill out continuously. 
"It doesn't bother mel" 


| abruptly shake my head rapidly as the burning sensation of stomach acid creeps up my throat, enhancing the 
queasiness, while | clasp my hands behind my back to keep myself from clenching. 


"| told ya it happens to everyone |" 


With every word | force out, my throat threatens to close up on me more and now l'm really starting to feel 
deprived of oxygen, completely deprived. And the faster | speak, the worse it all feels. My fuckin’ mask is 
cracking and there's now a lump in my throat that | know is uncontrollable, but | swear to god if | start crying right 


how- 


Hl kill me! HHI fuckin’ kill me. This is killing me! All of this is KILLING me! Maybe HE should have killed me instead of 
leaving me to suffer lke THIS! 


| almost don't realize how fast my breathing rate gets until | find myself hyperventilating. Every time | try to take 
a substantial inhale, it's strained and impossible to get any oxygen into my lungs. The walls are beginning to fuckin’ 
spin now and the panic is inducing dizziness 

And although my gaze is locked on the floor, the worry radiating throughout this cage is intense; foo palpable. 

| can' run away. 


| need to get away. 


Its only the moment that someone's hand makes contact with my arm when | snap myself back to reality, and it 


comes with an abrupt flinch..because now whenever someone touches me... 
Hm 


My entire body freezes up in hypervigilance as my heart pulsates so erratically that l'm convinced it's about to fly 
outta my throat, but | cant say anything now. | feel paralyzed and trapped in this horrible, ferrorizing cocoon. 


Dont start crying! Dont you DARE start crying like a pussy, Cecil! Its not supposed to bother you! Its NOT supposed 
to bother youl IT DOESNT BOTHER YOU! IT ISNT AFFECTING YOU! YOURE FINE- 


Its only once | frantically ruffle my hair on impulse when | realize I'm actually crying and now every single one of 
the unsettling memories and phantom pains are back at full force, locking my quivering body into a damn prison 


cell. 

That's what this all feels like; a prison 

| cant get out. 

And | can't stop crying, no matter how hard l'm trying to make it stop. And it's happening in front of them; in front 
of all of them. And | hardly realize what's happening ‘cause | don't feel present in the goddamn room anymore! | 


don't know where | feel like | am! | can't breathe- 


"Cec-" 


"It doesn't bother me," | shake my head rapidly as my eyes bug outta my sockets and tears begin pouring down my 
face uncontrollably , "Its fine. /m fine! It doesn’t bother me-" 


And now the words are spilling out so freakin fast that | can't understand them, and | can’t stop shaking my head 
because it shouldn't bother me and no one is supposed to know and I don't care if Im crying because | still have to hide 
the fact that its affecting me ‘cause it ISNT! 

| dont NEED help! 

| DESERVED it! 

STOP [TI 

GET THE FUCK OFF OF ME! 

LET GO OF ME! 


Let go of me, let go of me, let go of me YOU FUCKING ASSHOLE STOP USING ME- 


"lm just having a moment, okay?!" | desperately spew out the tear-ridden lie with a pained grimace, urgently trying 
my hardest to deflect away from this situation, "Its nothing! I'll be fine! Stop looking at me like that-" 


I'm not even looking at any of the guys but | know they're freaking out just as much as | am, and | can’t enable 
their reaction As much as l'm screeching and defending while breaking down in fears right in front of them..l'm 


a lunatic. l'm a goddamn psychopath- 


If anyone is saying a damn thing at this point, | wouldn't know ‘cause whatever bullshit is pouring outta my mouth is 


overpowering everything else. | can't even understand what l'm saying! My mouth just keeps goin’. 


"Can't someone have a moment?!" A strained cackle shoots out again as the tears choke me to no end, but | force 


my voice to stay strengthened and adamant even though | look nothing but okay. "Everyone has them! This is mine 


It doesn't take long before | have my head in my hands with the urge to pull my entire nest of hair outta it, as my 
body continues to vibrate uncontrollably. I'm only half aware of the contorted twists and knots I'm creating in my 
dried out, broken, and choppy locks until a huge chunk of white and blue lands on my chest. And | could swear one of 
the guys is right in front of me but | can't hear anything! 


On impulse, | abruptly release my hands from my hair and harshly run them over my tear-ridden face to 


wash every fuckin ounce of moisture away because none of this happened. It's not happening and / am fine! 


| dont need anyone's help! 


As | dort my eyes around the room frantically, for a split second l'm able to see the expressions pasted onto Bret, 


Bobby, and Rikki's faces. The ferror. The horror. The confusion and loss and distraughtness 


It doesn't take long for Bret to trail over to me, but before he's able to place a finger on me, | back away in 


pure resistance. 


" Don't touch mel" | squawk as both arms immediately engulf my stoic yet quivering torso, "Im a mess! Ya don't 


wanna get near me-" 
Im fuckin' dirty and if ya go near me itll contaminate you too! Dont touch me! Dont do it ‘cause HE already dd- 


Now that I've finally gotten my tears to stop pouring out, I'm even more adamant about covering the entire damn 
debacle up os a lunatic moment. I'm also able to see everything clearly now, but my unnerving sensations are stil 


heightened, maybe even more so than while | was blatantly breaking down- 


| let out a psychotic sounding cackle while keeping my eyes as wide as possible as Bret stares at me like l'm some 
lost fragile animal who was abandoned in the woods. From the demeanors on Rikki and Bobby's faces, it's clear 


that everyone is at a loss right now, and could ya blame them?! 


I'm a mess, but nothing is gonna make me crack enough to completely let my guard down. This was 


a moment. It's all it was, and they don't need to know anything more than that! 


"Stop starin at me like I'm some kinda glass doll, ya guys!" My voice seeps with irritation as the pitiful yet 


empathetic expressions persist, "I'm fine. Nothing happened. l'm over it-" 


Bobby lets out a long, drawn out sigh, while Rikki and Bret shake their heads in a hopeless manner, obviously trying 
to make it clear that I'm doing a terrible job at brushing this short fiasco off. | know I'm sucking at it but just let 
it bel 


"| wish | could say something to make it better, Cec," Bret hesitantly murmurs with a glassy look in his eyes, "No 


one should feel the need to hide-" 


| don't let him say anything else because | know exactly where he's about to go with that sentence, and | 


am not willing to hear it right now. | am nof willing to let him and the others continue making it obvious. | don't 


want to hear the truth because it's bullshit! 


| DO deserve fo hide it from everyone! | do deserve to pretend Im FINE ‘cause | am! It shouldn't bother me! And HI 
keep saying it doesnt cause then maybe itll STOP- 


| don't want anyone's pity and | don't need it! | don't need them treating me like a weak, pathetic baby who can't 
handle shit, even though | know that's exactly what | am. 


" Nothing happened," | grit my teeth and hiss in an uncharacteristic low tone, cutting off any possibility of the 
others saying another word, "Nothing bad happened so leave it alone!" 


And that's ‘cause it wasnt bad! It couldda' been worse and it's on YOU for not fightin’ the asshole back like ya shouldda' 
done! Its not bad! Its not like THEY think! It happened to everyone- 


And that's the last freakin’ sentence that comes outta my mouth before | finally flee the room, with absolutely no 
perception of anything other than the suffocating amount of urgency flooding my tissues. 


| have no idea where l'm goin’ but it doesn't matter ‘cause | just can't be there. I'll run in the middle of 
fuckin’ nowhere , down to the depths of Hell just to get away from this.. even if that place winds up being the tiny, 


crammed, bathroom..Even if its the place where | always end up returning to. 


~~ 


Chopter Four 


Author's Notes: 
I AM STILL BEHIND ON UPDATING THS HERE.so bear with me as I catch up! Only one part left affer this one, which Hil 
post in a few days. If you want fo read the full story, it is all posted on A03! 


##Previous warnings apply to this chapter, but there is a stronger emphasis on depressive thoughts, suicidal ideation, and 
substance abuse here** 


xoxo - Livdonna 


Two months later - May 2002 
A week into the Hollyweird World Tour... 


Now that the HollyWeird tour has gone underway, things have felt even more arduous for me, only ‘cause of the 
mere fact that | cant isolate myself while being forced to be around the band almost all the time. 


Every night on the bus, | lie awake in anticipation with that same sensation of trepidation consuming me, even though 
| know I'm around people who are safe and would never do what he did to me. It doesn't matter. The terror doesn't 
go away despite the tight-knitted bond we all share. It doesn't disappear while l'm surrounded by our security 
guards for protective purposes. Nothing has made it go away. 


It hasnt gone away since the day | ran into him at that goddamn Whole Foods. 

Its been months. Months of pathetically faking my way through each damn day just to get through it. Months 

of uncontrollable panic, private breakdowns, terrorizing nightmares, excessive exercise, sleepless 

nights, mere exhaustion, and les . 

Its been months of this shit and yet, months later, nothing has changed. 

The only thing that's changed is that | can't hide anymore. Its pretty damn hard to conceal every damn thing when 
you're pasted to your bandmates almost twenty-four-seven. There's really nowhere to hide on the bus. Only if we 
have a hotel booked is it possible to isolate and withdraw ‘cause | con have my own room. On the bus, we're all 


together, all the time. 


We're together while backstage, and we're together during soundchecks. During the venue's catering, we're all 


huddled together..We're together on stage. 


We're always together. 


And it really sucks ‘cause | used to enjoy the hell outta bein’ around the guys ond touring like this, 


but not anymore; not now. 


| don't even know how I've managed to make it through the few shows we've already completed With the way 


things have been, | had no hope for anything working out, at least on my end. Everyone else is doing great. Its not 


them. 
It's me. 
Its always been me. 


| was dreading this tour, and | almost wanted to say forget about it but | knew that woulddo' caused a whole lotta 
unnecessary problems, not like I've never caused issues before..But that would have really raised everyone's 


suspicions..as if | haven't been making the guys skeptical this entire time already. 


They're suspicious as fuck but the thing is that this elephant in the room hasn't been mentioned since 
my lunatic breakdown in the studio. After that shit show of a confrontation that the three pulled on me, when | 
started breaking down like a psychopath out of nowhere and then brushed it off pathetically as a crazy 


moment , nothing has been brought up. 


| should be feeling relieved about it since that's what I've friggin’ wanted, but I'm nof, and it's only ‘cause | know 


that despite them all staying quiet about me, they're still thinking. 


| see it in their eyes and | feel it when I'm around them. There's this unspoken tension swimming in the air that we 
converse in; this dreadful uneasiness that | know isn't only being felt by me. | know theyre all feeling it os well, but 
they must realize that at this point I'm not opening up to them..Maybe they're just accepting it, even if they don't 
want to. 


Sometimes that's all ya can do. 


Half the time | come to terms with the harsh reality; that I'm probably making this tour hell for everyone ‘cause 
of the way l'm acting. And | feel bad about it ‘cause | start to remember how past tours were when we were all 
fucked up and outta our trees. | start thinking about how much / screwed things up and became a catalyst for 

Poison's destruction. | reminisce over the dark Times..| drown in my own shame ond guilt revolved around my parts 


in the tiffs and arguments the four of us were constantly engulfed in. 
But what I'm consumed by more than any of those memories are the memories of him. 


That will always overpower anything else, which is why /still refuse to let my guard down for my band, despite 
the discomfort l'm inducing in them by being this way. 


| see the way they stare at me while | play around with the food on my plate during catering, and | feel the 
apprehension radiating off their bodies as they watch the way | fidget around in my seat, unable to keep my damn 


self still | get skeptical expressions shot at me whenever | sneak off the bus to run, despite my inner 


trepidation surrounding exposing myself to the outside... 

Its one of the only ways l'm attempting to hold onto my sanity. 
Sweating the foxins out. 

Burning all of the contaminants off of me. 

Emptying myself out of the yuck 


Even when I'm lying awake on the bus, pretending to be asleep, | sense the worry and concern. | don't have to look 


to know that they're stil watching me. They're stif observing. 

They're just not saying anything. 

And I'm smart enough to fuckin know why. 

They know I'll snap at them, ond they know I'll deny everything so it kinda makes sense why they're stayin’ quiet. 
They don't wanna induce any unnecessary stress on this tour, either..but they know. They see through all 

my bullshit and | hate it. 


| hate that they fuckin’ know. 


The only time when They're not making it clear that they know something's up is when we're all on stage together, 
and even for me that one hour out of the day is somehow manageable. 


There's just something about music that's able to suck ya into a fantasy land for just a little bit. No matter how 
much pain l'm in, when l'm one with my guitar everything changes, just for a moment. The performance aspect of 
the tour is the only time when | don't feel completely chained up and tormented. It gives me a tiny sense of 


alleviation, albeit it never lasts. 


‘Cause the second | leave that stage, that temporary bliss dissipates and everything comes crashing right back 


down on me like a pile of bricks. Reality hits me in the gut and l'm paralyzed all fuckin’ over again. 
But, | gotta keep on fakin’ it. For the fans, for the crew, for the goddamn legacy of this band. 


| gotta keep my big mouth shut. 


Three weeks later... 


| don't know how much longer | can take this. 


How much longer can | keep acting like everything's fine and that there's nothing wrong when in reality l'm tearin’ at 


the freakin’ seams piece by piece every single day?! 


It takes so much fuckin’ work and I'm so exhausted l'm tired of living with all of this pain that | can't escape 


from. 


Yet, every damn day is the same. Its full of lies and excuses and acts. I've become so damn good at it but it's 


taking all of my power to continue on like this and sometimes | just don't wanna do it anymore! 

But | gotta 

| have no fuckin’ choice. 

Now I'm starting to wonder how the hell | made it through the entire promo tour without cracking. It 

was forfurous. Going to constant interviews, performing on a buncha' talk shows, and actin like my bombastic, 
obnoxious self while all | wanted to do was hide away and find a hole to dig myself into was just horrible. And that's 
exactly how being on this goddamn tour feels. 

Its not enjoyable at all, and sayin’ that makes me feel like the biggest douchebag on planet Earth. 

But, | deserve to suffer. That's what | get for bein’ this way and that's probably exactly what he wants. 
Wherever that fucker is, | bet he's jumpin’ with damn joy knowing that he turned my life into a living Hell. And | 


really thought | had lived through real Hell, with the blow, ya know?! But goddamn, | was wrong! 


All the fuckin’ paranoia and discombobulation the drugs brought upon me ain't nothin‘ now, and never in a million 


years did | think I'd ever say something that insane. 

All the times | was stuck in a ball curled up ‘cause | heard voices..The visions of death comin for me at my 
doorstep... The uncontrollable jitters that would overtake me ‘cause my body couldn't handle the amount of coke | 
was sniffin’.. The broken relationships with friends and family..All of that.. 

That was nothin: 

What | thought was Hell wasn't. Not when ya compare it to this 

Panic attacks every time | gotta shower. 


Overwhelming nausea whenever food is put in front of me. 


The feeling of violation just bein’ connected to my own fuckin’ body and wishing with all my heart and soul that there 


was some way fo rp the entire thing off of me and let myself roam free. 


Sharp aches and pains throughout my damn body that only serve as brutal reminders of the damage HE did to me. 


The constant debilitating anxiety that suffocates me when Im in crowded areas 
Believing that everyone around me is gonna fuckin’ hurt me like HE did 


Having absolutely no hope for the future ‘cause living with pain this intense hurts more than imagining your own goddamn 


death 
Starting to wish that the blow fuckin killed me ‘cause then | wouldn't be dealing with any of this shit 


This is a different kinda Hell; a special kind of Hell for the most deranged, screwed up people. It's a kind of Hell that 


I'd never wish upon anyone, even all the damn haters I've gotten over the years..and trust me..I've gotten a lot 
No one should have to know what this feels like. | don't fuckin’ care how horrible of a person he or she is. 
They don't. | don't want them to know. Imagining anyone else dealing with this shit is enough to make me wanna 


burst into fuckin tears. 


And the worst part is that other people do know..and there's no fuckin! way to stop these sick bastards from 


continuing to violate innocent people- 
But, / deserved it. 


I'm the fuckin’ exception.. and nothing can take that away. Nothing takes away that I'm a completely different person 


‘cause of what he did, and l'm convinced that I'll never be the same again. 

And | can't help but think that maybe the fuckin’ coke was the answer after all..and as | process that single 
thought, it really hits me how screwed up | am; how much of a goddamn piece of shit I've become..as if | wasn't 
already enough of one before this. 

‘Cause that thought is sickening Pondering if gettin’ clean was the right move or not is nauseating It's fucked up to 
even think that in the first place, especially after everything I've been through and how hard I've worked to get off 
the blow, but it very well might be frue. 

Maybe if | stayed on the goddamn drugs, this wouldn't be consuming me the way it is now. 
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Two weeks later - Late June 2002 


One sp, CC.. Thats all. Whats one drink gonna do? 


That's the only statement that flies through my head os | find myself up at the bar in the midst of a crowded 
afterparty. 


Whenever there's a party around the area where we perform, | always take advantage of goi despite my 
persistent discomfort of being around everyone, but that's only ‘cause being surrounded by music somehow takes 
away some of that perturbation The environment of constant stimulation almost makes things feel unreal; it's 


almost an escape. 
Almost 


Its a part of touring that I've always loved; that sense of togetherness and celebration; that buzz. It's what 
it used to bring. 


| still go, and | stand around, even though | feel like I'm gonna crawl outta my fuckin skin virtually every second l'm 
there. ll go, and pretend l'm fine when we all know I'm the biggest bullshitter on planet Earth. Despite my instincts 


and impulses swaying me in a different direction, | still go. 


| go regardless just to avoid any more suspicions that | know the guys are holdin’ onto regarding me.. even if 


They're not sayin anything. 

What | haven't done thus far, however, is buy a drink. 

I'd be lyin if | said that the thought hasn't crossed my mind one time or another. Actually, that would be the 
biggest lie ever told.besides the elephant in the room. Thats the biggest lie I've ever told-sayin I'm okay all the 
time-but this could almost top that ‘cause the truth is that every fuckin’ day | wonder if | should get a drink or 


not. 


It gets tempting out on the road. It has always gotten tempting, but now that temptation and curiosity seems 
stronger..ever since this. 


Everything has been so unbearable ever since that goddamn visit that now... Fuck if. | think I'm allowed to. 
I'm allowed to indulge if | want to. 


Recovering junkies still drink sometimes! It doesn’t mean itil become a damn problem! Some could just have a few and 


its fine. So whats the big deal, right?! 

And that's exactly what | tell myself. That it's completely fine. Having a damn beer is fine. 

It's fine ‘cause havin’ a few beers ain't like chugging the entire bottle! It's not like I'm snorting blow again or 
blocking out during shows ‘cause l'm so fuckin! wasted. Nah, it's fine! | can handle some drinkin’ and quite frankly, it 
just might make some of this easier. | might even have fun 


If lim buzzed, | won't have to think about him. Or what he did. Or how unsafe | constantly feel. 


| can just be free and loose and not have to care about a damn thing except the enjoyment goin’ on around me; the 


enjoyment that no one knows I've been deprived of ever since that day at Whole Foods. | could almost pretend l'm 


just as happy as everyone else around me is.. 
No one would know a goddamn thing 


And it's that very realization that pushes me into taking the first leap at initiating the bartender with the widest, 


most bombastic lookin’ grin l'm able to muster; one that everyone knows me for. 


The drink request slips outta my mouth so naturally, as if I'm operating on autopilot. It's almost like | haven't been 
sober for the past seven years; as if bar hoppin has been a daily thing for me. | mean, it was..It used to be.In 
reality, it's really not that hard to forget how to order a damn drink, especially when this was the epitome of my 
friggin’ life for God knows how long. 


My train of thoughts are cut off abruptly by someone giving me a light nudge, and it takes every ounce of my 
power to hold back from flinching. My pulse skyrockets intensely but | somehow keep my front intact, even though 


I'm suddenly overcome with a blanket of violation .. an overbearing sense of panic. 


Fuck, fuck, fuck! Youre not scared! Don't show if, don't fuckin’ show it! No one needs fo know, no one is gonna know, 
he's not here, he's not here, he's not fucking here! Calm the fuck down! Youre gonna make yourself look like a 
goddamn idot- 


"Here ya go, CC!" 


A voice within close proximity immediately halts the blaring noise in my head. Before | can act on anything, the 
bartender, who | now realize is the person who lightly nudged me, snaps me back to reality. When | refocus my 


gaze on him, lm met with an amicable smile as he holds the alcoholic beverage out to me. 
"Enjoy." 


And it's only now, at this moment, when | realize how fast my inner desire has been granted..That drink may have 


come faster than the speed | blurted the request out, and that's really sayin’ somethin... 


It only takes a second for me to willingly grab the glass from him as my muscles fill up with a combination of 
urgency and contemplation. With a quick thank you paired with my best exuberant smirk, | slam a hefty tip on the 
counter for the dude before wandering off nonsensically, gripping the drink for dear life. 


All the stimulation around me only heightens my internal disorientation, and | could swear my hands are beginning to 
fuckin’ tremble from the uneasiness. My heart is pounding outta my chest and I'm suddenly so hyper aware of 
every sensation in my body; the body that | wish | wasn't forced to be connected to..The one that brings so much 


pain and torture to me ‘cause of what he fuckin did- 


Goddammit, Cec! Stop wandering around Ike an idiot and plant your ass in a spot where no one can see ya so ya can 


chug the hell outta this thing! Lord knows ya need it now and if ya do it where your fuckin band sees ya- 


My stomach drops at the thought of any of my bandmates watching me in clear view right now ‘cause | sure as 
hell know I'll really be in some deep shit if they do..And now I'm doing everything | can to scan my surroundings to 
seek out a good place. 

Fuckin’ hell, get on it already- 

It takes what feels like an eternity to spot a good enough area that I'm confident is far enough away from Bret and 
the others. However, once | do, | take a moment's pause to center myself the best | can before closing my eyes, 


taking a breath, and chugging a generous amount of the booze-filled concoction. 


And it's the very moment the glass of golden liquid touches my lips for the first time in years that an immediate 


anticipatory relief blankets me. 

And for some reason, every thought I've had plaguing me about the rest of the band watching me is 

suddenly gone.. cause screw it Who are they to tell me that | can't drink or not? They're not my parents and l'm 
a grown ass man. | can make my own decisions..They cant. They really can't... 

Fuck it... This is what Ive been wantin’ to do. 

Fuck it if someone says somethin’ about it ‘cause they aint in my shoes and they don't know me. 

| can control if. 
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Its not long before one drink turns into fwo which turns into three but ya know what?! | con still control it, and 


it's helping me! 

When | party every night after the shows, | can pretend none of this crop is happenin. ‘Cause when I'm stuck in a 
drunken daze, | feel relaxed and carefree, and | can't remember the last time | felt like myself since | saw him at 
the damn store. 

Nothings wrong. 

Im fine! 

Its all good in the hood! 

That's what | tell myself every time | find myself at an afterparty, celebrating a performance well-done, and the 


booze makes me feel so chill that | almost hardly think about the crowds of people I'm surrounded by. Whereas 


when I'm sober, I'd be terrified of any of them takin’ advantage of me. 


Just like Ae did. 


But, none of those scary thoughts matter when I'm blasted off my tree havin’ a good time..at least what 
| fell myself is a good time. 


Every day that ya wake up and the Earth isn't shaking is a good day. Ya know, that's what | say all the time... 
Ahhh.. The magic of what chemicals can do..I fell ya.. 


Ignorance is bliss, ain't it? Well, if this is what | gotta do to make things the least bit more bearable to get through 
this tour, then I'll do it..even if the suspicions are bein’ raised faster than a fire spreading in the forest. 


| really don't care, though. 

| know the guys see me drinkin’, but why should it matter to them? l'm functioning. I'm doin’ my job. I'm not 
wreaking havoc and causing destruction on the band like | was years ago. Sure, maybe l'm a fad more obnoxious 
than my usual self but that ain't new! They'd have to be lyin’ if they start sayin’ they've neva’ seen crop like this 
from me before! That's just me! Just my personality! Just me havin fun 

It ain't the same this time. It's not like the other times. There's nothing wrong with it. 

There's nothing wrong with what l'm doin’ but they still know, and they've been makin’ it pretty damn clear. 

The looks | get every day speak volumes, and the overt worry and concern in everyone's eyes are louder than any 
words can ever be, and maybe that's why they're doi it. Maybe they're resorting to nonverbal communication 
‘cause they hope it'll make a bigger impact on me since I'm resistant as shit to anything else, but sorry bastards, it 
ain't workin! | know they want me to open up, but there's really nothin’ to talk about. I'd never talk about it again. 


There's no reason to..Not when | have 7his . 


This keeps me halfway sane when | gotta bel Its different once the effects wear off, but that's why | just do it all 
over again the day after. What else om | supposed to do?! Nothing?! 


There are way worse things | could be doin, trust me. Way worse... 

I'm managing on my own, and that's all that matters ‘cause | cant open my mouth. Yeah, | know | tend to blabber 
even more than normal when I'm drunk but that ain't comin’ outta my mouth no matter what the damn 
circumstances are! | don't care how blasted | am. | still won't say anything. 

| cant 


| can't let anything else spill out like | did that day in the studio. 


If | do, Il kil me. 


Ill kill me before any self-destructive behaviors ever will. [tll kill me before any fuckin’ drugs, or booze, or self- 


inflicted harm. tll kill me before starvation, neglect, or whatever else I'd do to my body as a punishment 
Everythings fine, if | keep goin’ like this 

If | dont have to feel anything, | don't have to act like anything's happening 

Every drink helps me escape this torturous reality a little bit more; a prison that's impossible to run from. 

But | can pretend .. 

The booze lets ya do that. 
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The booze let's ya pretend..until you're alone. 

Once I'm back at a hotel room, or in my bunk on the bus, isolated from everyone else.. everything comes crashing 
down on me. Once the booze wears off and l'm snapped back to reality, the anguish and desperation and 
hopelessness flood me all over again. 

Like now. 

Isolation used to feel safe At least that's what my mind and body told me..but now it's the opposite. 

Now | dread the time alone, when | was begging for it. All | wanted to do was isolate when this tour first started 
‘cause it was the only thing | could do to protect myself. Fuckin’ hell, | was never like this until hm.. | never wanted 
to be alone! | always enjoyed people's company and would do anything to be the center of attention like my life 
depended on it, but seeing him at the god forsaken grocery store stole that part of my personality away. 

He stole my natural extroversion. 

He stole so much from me. 

| thought being alone was what would keep me safe on this goddamn tour, but now being alone only feels worse . 
‘Cause when I'm alone, every emotion I've been holdin’ back from feelin’ with the booze just crushes me harder than 
if | wasn't drinkin’ to begin with. 

When I'm alone, | have nothing to distract me from the Hell I'm trapped in. 


But that doesn't take away the fact that the alcohol helps, and | cant give that up now. 


It stil helps me pretend.. 


It lets me do it until the party's over; when I'm left hurling my goddamn guts out every morning with a splitting 
headache and a screwed up stomach, but I'd still rather deal with the pitiful hangovers than him.. 


l'm willing to. 


Even when | find myself crammed up in the bunk of the tour bus shaking and quivering ‘cause l'm terrified to 
fuckin’ sleep every night. Even when | get sucked into a tornado of unnerving sensations and overwhelming panic 
when | see my body naked during a shower. Even when | am wracked with a terrible pit of dread in the center of 
my core while I'm in the middle of my guitar solo on stage ‘cause | suddenly feel a sense of exposure that never 


used to bother me until he came back into my fuckin’ life.. 


Sure, that's all still happening, but the damn booze takes that all away for just a few friggin’ hours. And for me, 
that's all that matters. For those few hours, | can pretend. 


For those few hours, being alive almost feels manageable . 

| can still pretend. 

‘Cause no one sees the breakdowns. They don't see what goes on behind closed doors. They don't see the way l'm 
curled up right now, back against the wall of my hotel room's bathroom, terrified to lift my head ‘cause being 
exposed feels like the most dangerous thing for me to do right now. They don't hear the hysterical sobs escaping 
my lips ‘cause | feel pain all over my body where he touched me. They don't know how hard it is to distinguish 
imagination from reality, and they have no clue how delusional and psychotic all of this makes me feel. 

No one does 

And no one will 

They don't know that sometimes | catch myself begging for God to take my life so that | wouldn't have to deal with 
any of this shit any-more. They don't know that the idea of death no longer scares me like it used to.. That the 
vision of it almost brings me a sort of calming peace .. The fantasy of watching my soul roam free from the body 
its trapped in.Flying free in a place where there's no more of this poin.. 

They dont know. 


They never will. 


‘Cause | con still prefend.. and I'll keep on pretending until the day | can't any-more..even if there's a part of me 


that's smart enough to know that this facade might just end up killing me in the end. 


So be it 
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**According to an interview from 2002 with Bret Michaels, CC did in fact slip up during the Hollyweird tour, and in 
an interview with CC the same year he casually mentions that he "could have a beer and be fine" -- Clearly, he 
was in denial of his "slip" possibly becoming a full-blown slippery slope.. (Spoiler: he could NOT have one drink and be 
fine. hence his DUI in 2005. Unfortunately, addictions don't work like that!) 


Anyway, | thought | could use that gold nugget of reality to my advantage for this story..which is why | figured it 


was worth mentioning. 


